Siam
fine dust* Butterflies with bodies that are
too light for their long silken wings, drift as
they fly, seeming the plaything of the slightest
breath, until they settle at last upon some
singular pale-coloured flower of the shade. And
the numberless birds which fly before us might
be blue and red rockets thrown up in our
passage through the semi-obscurity of the forest.
At the end of nearly an hour the crenellated
wall of the tenebrous town of Angkor-Thorn
appears before us, without breaking the con-
tinuous vault of trees; and still in green night
we descend from our ox-carts before the " Gate
of Victory," above which, beneath a fringe of
creepers, smiles a colossal human visage.
Having passed the ramparts, we continue to
advance, but through a denser bush and by
pathways less defined.
Half an hour's walk, about, in this forest
sown with debris, which is the winding sheet
of a town, where every stone bears trace of an
antique sculpture, where the fragments one
picks up in the grass represent a human
mask. And then we reach a shapeless mass of
rocks, a kind of mountain above which the fig-
trees of ruins spread superbly their large green
parasols. And this is Bayon. These rocks
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